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woman with a large income, and because boredom was part of her
large income she had bought some years ago one of the most
fashionable bars in Paris in order to kill time in a more interesting
manner. That she made a good deal of money out of her hobby only
shows that those that have many pounds don't despise the pence as
we poundless ones do; hence they possess them both. She had left
Paris during the great exodus and her bar had been reopened by her
Italian barman and the bar was making a nice bit out of our dear
German guests. The Italian put the money into his own pocket.
That was too much for her, and oblivious of the risks her nationality
entailed, she came back from Marseilles to turn the Italian out and
to make the marks flow into her own pocket. Rather an exciting
study for the historian of our tempora et mores.
Nona had seen her and it appeared that Marseilles was effectively
the gateway to England. Her own son had succeeded in making
good his escape through Marseilles. She knew there people who
knew the ropes and Nona had arranged for me to meet her, and she
would give me the names and addresses. Actually she would put
me in touch with an Englishman who could help me down there.
It was decent of Nona to tell me all that considering her utter dislike
for the idea of my leaving Paris.
To make everything seem even brighter, Therese that evening
said she might arrange for me to go to the unoccupied zone with an
official pass, I'm afraid I must be very vague about the methods she;
was going to use. Within a few days she could give me a final
answer. As I listened that night to London I felt it very near. The
little that was left of it, for the B.B.C. didn't help to dispel
our notion that London was going, going, gone.
I was up next morning with the conservative lark, and frisking
with hope, went down to Paris to see the banker. I waited, the
same as in the past, in the board-room. First, the long green table
and heavy chairs, with heavier curtains keeping reality out, struck
me as incongruous, something that had risen out of a dead past to
laugh or be laughed at. On the walls die portraits of some of the
dead bankers; heavy gold frames to commemorate their heavy
money-making. I quite forgot the Montmartre Maler, and I sat
down almost wondering whether 1 had jumped back into the years
before yesterday. In the next room somebody was 'phoning. He
spoke about some Indo-Chinese bonds, and how many thousands
would there be sold or bought, and that was too much; I got up and
pulled the curtains aside and looked into the street. Two Germans
in the brovm uniform of the Arbeitsdienst were marching along. No,
it wasn't a dream. But even they couldn't shake off my surround-